Look here, friend of my grand-father's father. You say that I despoil your stolen house, With tears flowing like the dirty buzzing of housefly, That I cause the sizzling of fresh leaves, In fire cleverly ht to smoke me.
I hear it said that I am a snake, That my mother died of the bite, That I gave her when she gave me life, That my father took refuge in mouse-hole When my potent saliva jumped family fence.
Oh yes! I hear it said from bloated mouth, And bloated ears that you rub. You, who refused to bite the ear That shares your bed, Your spleen gloats with vile water! When you complain that the hen Vomited inside the shrine, Do you not also see, That it is the diarrhoea of the baboon That caused monkey to jump trees? When you make the story of my clan, And tell it to them upside down, Do you not remember that your own father Farted in the clan-house?
You, who say that your bed is not warm, Do you see what they say behind you? They say that it is the left and right, The right and the left hands, That together weave a basket. So, they want to know, Why it is not so in my husband's house.
The same ear that you bite, To denounce the daughter of elephant-grass, Is the fat mouth that announces our demise, When it says that the fattened grass Needs only a little water To show off its green leaves.
Hei! Son of notorious friend of my clan.
The things I hear from the giant mouth: They say that if the head must sit With comfort on the shoulder, It must not pass excreta Without permission of shoulder. For it can twist and turn, It can pinch the ear., And pull the hair, Show its own wrath.
Father of my unconceived child.
How many moons? Nay, how many harvests have I seen, Swelling and dancing, singings and tolling, Praying that miracle of creation Touches your loin. But, You must wash your body, they say, In cold spring at harmattan, For it is that wart, That wart at the bottom of your soul, That prevents our harvest.
They sing it in the clan-house, And even in the market place. They shout it in reggae, And blast it in rap, 
